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CAPTAIN MORRIS; 
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NI. 


BILLY's TOO YOUNG TO DRIVE us. 


J. 


Ir life's a rough journey, as moraliſts tell, 

Engliſhmen ſure made the beſt on't; 

On this ſpot of the earth they bade Liberty dwell, 
While Slavery holds all the reſt ont : 


— —— — ; 


They 
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38 
They thought the beſt ſolace for labour and care, 


Was a ſtate independent and free, Sir; 


And, this thought, tho' a curſe that no tyrant can 


bear, 
Is the bleſſing of you and of me, Sir. 
Then while through this whirlabout journey 
we reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt ble ng we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel 
Billy's too young to drive us. 


II. 
The car of Britannia, we all muſt allow, 


Is ready to crack with its load, Sir; 
And, wanting the hand of Experience, will now 
Moſt ſurely break down on the road, Sir! 
Then muſt we poor paſſengers quietly wait, 
To be cruſh'd by this miſchieyous ſpark, Sir; 
Who drives a damn'd Job in the carriage of ſlate, 
And got up like a thief in the dark, Sir? 
Then while through this whirlabout journey 
we reel, 
jo. | We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
: And watch ew ry turn of the politic wheel — 


Billy's too young to drive us. 
They 


Py 
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III. 


They ſay that his judgment is mellow. and pure, 
And his principles Virtue's own type, Sir; 
believe, from my ſoul, he's a ſon of a w——e, 
And his judgment more rotten than ripe, Sir: 

For, all that he boaſts of, what is it in truth, 
But that mad with ambition and pride, Sir, 
H' has the vices of age, for the follies of youth, 

And a damn'd deal of cunning be/ide, Sir? 


Then while through this whirlabout Journey 
we reel, | 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 


And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel— 


| Billy's too young to drive us. 


IV. 


The 'ſquires, whoſe reaſon ne'er reaches a ſpan, 


Are all with this prodigy ſtruck, Sir; 
And cry, „ Tis a crime not to vote for a man 


« Who's as chaſte as a baby at ſuck, Sir” 


8 


But pray let me aſk, had his virtue prevaild, 
What ſoul would to heaven come near, Sir? 
Not one—for the whole generation had fail'd, 


And God's creatures had never been here, Sir. 


Then while through this whirlabout journey 
we reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch every turn of the politic wheel 
Billy's too young to drive us. 
„„ 
It's true, h has a pretty good gift of the gab, 
And was taught by his dad on a ſtool, Sir; 
But though at a ſpeech he's a bit of a dab, 


In the ſtate he's a bit of a tool, Sir: 
For Billy's pure love for his country was ſuch, 
He agreed to become the cat's paw, Sir; 
And fits at the helm, while it's turn'd * the touch 
Of a reprobate fiend of the law, Sir. 
Then while through this whirlabout journey 
we reel, | | 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch every turn of the politic wheel— 


Billy too young: to drive us. 


Though 
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VI. 


Though reaſon united a North and a Fox, 


The world of this junction complain, Sir; 
But what's that to his, who join'd with a pox, 
To the cabinet-pimp of the Thane, Sir; 
Who ſold to a high-flying Jacobite gang 
The credit of Chatham's great name, Sir; 
That pleas'd we might hear a young puppet harangue, 
Mpile F-nk-n-ſ-n plays the old game, Sir! 
Then while through this whirlabout journey 
we rcel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch every turn of the politic wheel 


Billy's too young to drive us, 


VII. 
They ſay his fine parts are a mighty good prop 


To puſh up Britannia's affairs, Sir; 
But we all of us know, tho' he „lands at her top, 
Her bottom will die in deſpair, Sir! 
Then with freemen who on a fair bottom would tread, 
Here's a toaſt that I'm ſure will prevail, Sir; 
BRITANNIA : and may he n&er ſtand at her head, 
Who never can ſtand at her tail, 8 ir ! 


| Then with freemen, & c. &c. 
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No. II. 


8 IT down neighbours all, and Pl tell a merry ſtory, 
About a Britiſh farmer, and Billy Pitt the Tory; 

T had it piping hot from Ebenezer Barber, 

Who failed right from England, and lies in Boſton 


harbour. 
Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


ö 
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II, 
This Billy he is call'd the nation's prime ruler, 
Though he be but a puppet that's hung out to 
fool her; 
His name is a paſſport to get in old ſinners, 
And he plays the cards, that the knaves may be 


Winners, 


Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


III. 
Now it happ'd to the country he went for a blefling, 
And from his ſtate dad to get a new leſſon; 


He went to Daddy Jenky, by Trimmer Hal attended, 


In ſuch good company, good lack! how his morals muſt 


be mended ! 


Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy ; bow, wow, wow ! 


B 2 - IV. This 
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This Harry was always a ſtaunch friend to Boſton, 
His bowels are warm, for they yearn for Indoſtan! 


If I had him in our townſhip, I'd feather him and 
tar him, 


With forty, lacking one, I'd lame him, and I'd 
ſcar him! 
Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


V. 
With his {in full of wine, and his hea d full of flat 


tricks, 


Sham Reforms, Commutations, and the reſt of his 


late tricks, 


He came back with Harry, two birds of a feather, 


And both as drunk as pipers they knock'd their 
heads together, 


Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 
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VI. 
Now fo it fell out, that this pair were benighted, 
And drove out of the road, ſo the ſtateſmen e 


And to get in again, away ſcrambled they, Sir, 
To find the back road to the king's highway, Sir. 
Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


VII. 
Long loſt in the dark were theſe /ights of the nation, | 
And ſcrambled at laſt to a ſmall habitation, 


To which they march'd up, while the fowls in 


. confuſion, 
Thought their lives were aim'd at by this bold 


int ruſion. 


Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow4 


VIII. The 
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VIII, 


The dogs bark'd, ducks quack'd, and fore Billy 
baited, 


The wife ſhe cried out, © We be all ruinated 77 

Then ſtraightway ſhe ſnatch'd up the veſſel ſhe | 
piſs'd in, 

To pour on the head of this darkling Philiſtine. 


Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


IX, 
The huſband awak'd by her rage and her ſcreaming, 
And ſhrewdly ſuppoſing his wife might be dreaming, 


To make matters ſhort, ſnatch'd his gun in a fury, 


And cried, “ Sons of Belial! I've got what will 


© cure ye. 


Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


* * * 


X. 


Then Billy began for to make an oration, 


| As oft he had done to bambovzle the nation: 


But Hodge cried, © Begone, or I'll crack thy young 


& crown tor't; 
& Thou belong'ſt to a rare gang of rogues, I'll be 


cc bound for't.” 


7 Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


XI. 
« Now, Hodge,” quoth the wife, don't you mind 
his loud bant'ring, 
c For certain he has under his coat a dark 


% lanthorn; 


& Shut the gate of the court if he once gets 
& within it, h 
cc He'll whip up the beck fairs, I'll be bound, in a 


«© minute, 


Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


XII. „Dont 
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XII. 


* Don't you hear how the brazen-fac'd rogue now 
c pretends, man? 

& He crept up in the dark, but for virtuous ends, 
& man! | 

& He ſays he's our friend, but it's no ſuch a thing, 


6 man, 


ec The impudent dog would ſay ſo to the King, man.” 


Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


XIII. 


Then Billy perceiving the wife in a fury, 
And knowing his deeds would not ſtand woman's jury, 
Found the ſpirit of ſenky a dangerous potion, 


And roar'd out to Harry to ſpeak for the motion, 


Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


XIV. Then 
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XIV. 


Then Harry ſtept up, but Hodge ſhrewdly ſuppoſing 
His part was to ſteal, whilſt the other was proſing, 
Let fly at poor Billy, and ſhot through his lac'd coat; 
Oh what pity it was that it did not hit his waiſtcoat? 


Bow, wow, wow. 


Fal, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wow! 


XV. 


Solid men of Boſton make no long orations, 
Solid men of Boſton baniſh ſtrong potations, 
Solid men of Boſton go to bed at ſun-down, 
And never loſe your way like the loggerheads of 


London. 


Bow, wow, wow. 


F al, lal, de, addy, addy; bow, wow, wor! 


C Ne. III. 


No. III. 


I. 
TrouGcn Bacchus may boaſt of his care-killing 


bowl, 
And Folly in thought-drowning revels delight; 
Such worſhip, alas! hath no charms for the ſoul, 


When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite. 


II. 

To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow; 

But, to Fancy that feeds on the charms of the Fair, 
The death of Reflection's the birth of all Woe. 


III. | 

What foul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 

For the tear that bedews Senſibility's ſhrine, 


Is a drop of more worth than all Ba&chus's tun. 
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The tender exceſs that enamours the heart, 
1o few is imparted, to millions deny'd: 
Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And fools jeſt at that for which ſages have dy'd. 


V. 
Each change and exceſs hath thro? life been my doom, 
And well can I ſpeak of its joy and its ſtrife; | 
The bottle aFords us a glimpſe thro? the gleam, 


But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life, 


VI. 

Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my ſight 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul! 

Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl! 


VII. 
Then deep will I drink of the near divine, 
Nor &er, jolly God! from thy banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 


That's mellow'd by friendſhip, and ſweeten'd by love. 


C 2 Ne, IV, 


Ne. IV 


THE TREATY OF COMMERCE. 


To the Tune ef, © Ballynamoniora,” 


I. 


TROT H, Mr. John Bull, Vare a pretty milch 
cow 
Oh! what do you think of us Volunteers now? 


Sure I told you, the work we kick d up in the ſtate, 


Before it was finiſh'd, wou'd all be complate. | 
| | | | 
With my Ballynamoniora, \ 
Ballynamoniora, | 
Ballynamoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


II. Troth 


IT. 


Troth I ſaid now laſt year, if you'd call it to mind, 


What we left you before, we wou'd not lave behind; 


And was n't I right now, by hook or by crook? 


For all that we left you is all that we took, 
With my Pallynamoniora, 
Dallynamoniora, 
Bally namoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! 
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But *twas deadly good-natur'd in you to lay down, 


With the wrongs of our trade, all the rights of 


your own! 
'Twas a mighty home ſtroke of magnanimous pride, 
To brake your own backs for the thorn in our ſide! 
With my Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 


Ballynamoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


IV. Oh! 
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IV. 
Oh! like fools, we deſpair'd that our terms would 70 
go down, | 
Or ſach fharp Propoſitions be ſweet to the Crown! 
Then how plaſing to ſee your proud ſtomachs ſo fall, 
When we'd thrown 'em up firſt, that you ſwallow'd 
them all, | 


With my Ballynamoniora, 
Bally namoniora, 


Bally namoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


v. 
Sure I hard Mr. Orde now relate in his place, 


All your bountiful gifts of ſuperfluous grace; 
Jaſus! how we all ſtar'd, while he empty'd his ſconce, 
To find ſuch a big bag of bleſſings at once! 


With my Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me 


VI. Oh! 
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VI. 
Oh! the brave Britiſh ſubje&t! his looks were ſa 
ſweet, 


When he laid down your caſe and your trade at our 


feet! 


And the comments he made too, the wiſe little elf! 


To ſhew us that Britain's no friend to herſelf! 


With my Ballynamoniora, 
| Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


VII, 
Troth it plas'd him, he ſaid, cou'd a Briton ſay more? 
That the trade of your country wou'd ſhift to our 
ſhore; 


And that Britain's diſaſters had ſunk her ſo low, 
The good tidings he brought us would fniſh the blow. 
With my Ballynamoniora, 
Bally namoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, | 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


VIII. Then 
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VIII. | 


Then he ſaid, twas contriv'd too by part of the gift, 


That without Iriſh linens ye can't make a ſhift; 
Troth now ladies and that's a good meaſure for you, 


When the linen comes over, the yard will come too! 


With my Ballynamoniora, 
Pallynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


IX, 
Now we took it moſt kind, that your Ruler of ſtate, 
Who they ſay has no PARTS but the parts in his pate, 
Should for female commodities open a door, 


And let freely the great {r:/> faple come oer. 


With my Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


X. Twou'd 


X. 
Twou'd have bother d my head now, the words Pitt 
let fall, | 
* When ye gave us ſo much, ye gave nothing at all,” 
But in Dublin I hard this interpreter ſwear, 
That nothing in England means every thing there! 


With my Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! | 


But your Miniſter ſays, © Now we've got all we can, 
“The two States muſt be join'd on a permanent plan;? 
By my ſhoul he's a joiner of notable caſt, 
Who looſens all ties now, to bind us more faſt! 
With my Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


D XI. And 
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XII. 

And he ſays, „When all duties and drawbacks are 

cs paid, FN 

8 That the Navy will want what we make by our 
| & 'Trade ;” | 

Troth ſhe will want it all, now he's right on that ſcore, 


And ſhe'll want it, God help her, for ever and more! 


With my Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me- 


= XIII. 
If you wiſh now to know how our cards we have 
play'd, 
Why we took up our clubs, and we threw down our 
1 ſpade; 
So ye dealt us all trumps now for that very thing, 
And ſo Pam became civil as well as the King. 
With my Ballynamoniora, 
—.— Ballynamoniora, 
Ballynamoniora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


Noe, V. THE = 


No. V. 


WESTMINSTER TRIUMPH. 


| 


W HILE Vic''ry ſmiles on patriot worth, 
And Wiſdom ſhouts applauſe, Sir, 


What Joy to think, amidſt our mirth, 


We've fought in Freedom's cauſe, Sir! 


That liberty our fathers won, 


Their ſons have well defended; 


And faithfully that duty done 


Which Heav'n for man intended. 


ene 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne, 
For Freedom's preſervation, 
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II. 
See, with what juſt, yet jealous pride, 
Our fathers watch'd the Crown, Sir! 
Beneath their eye no King could ſtride 
Beyond his legal bound, Sir: 


They liv'd in loyal duty brave, 
While Freedom mark'd his ſway, Sir; 
But, when abus'd, that pow'r they gave, 


AS quick they took away, Sir. 


CHORUS. 


For Weſtminſter's free 4 have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe th 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne, 


ir ſtation, 
For Freedom's preſervation. 


| Look back, and ſee what blood hath ſtain'd 
Our page in civil fight, Sir; 
When bold Prerogative diſdain'd 


A free-born nation's right, Sir, 
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What tears have drown'd this widow'd land, 
When monarchs ruPd by will, Sir! 

And but for patriot Virtues hand, 
Thoſe tears had trickled ſtill, Sir. 


CHORUS. 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne, 


For Freedom's preſervation. 


IV. 
And now, when Britain's drooping head 
Can ſcarce withſtand its foes, Sir, 
Shall he, whoſe talents kingdoms dread, 
A deſpot frown depoſe, Sir? 


Shall Britain's King the /7:gs diſdain, 
On whom the empire reſts, Sir; 
Or, when halt 's loſt, ſhall Tories reign 
The guardians of the reſt, Sir? 
| CHORUS... 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons haye ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne, 


For Freedom's preſervation. 
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V. 


Shall public good be thus betray'd, 
In Britain's humbleſt hour; 
A falling nation loſe the aid 

Of Wiſdom's ampleſt pow'r ? 


In days like theſe, ſhall fav'rites dare 
To rule by Court applauſe, Sir? 


And he who loves the people, bear 


No ſway in Britain's cauſe, Sir? 


CHORUS. 


For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſh 
When kings miſuſe their ſtation, 


ewn, 


That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne, _ 


For Freedom's preſeryation. 


VI. Forbid 


VI. 
Forbid it Fate, that freemen born, 


For public zeal be hated! 
Or bend beneath that prince's ſcorn, 


Whom Freedom's voice created! 


For, no hereditary right 
To Crowns enſlave our vows, Sir; 
Tis Freedom gives and binds em tight, 


On patriot Princes brows, Sir. 


CHORUS. 


For Weltminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne, 


For Freedom's preſervation, 


VII. Then, 
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VII. 
Then, be the triumph great and gay; 


by 


That crowns our Champion's glory! 
Oh, may the bleſt auſpicious day 
Long live in Britiſh ſtory! 


May endleſs honours grace chat. head 
In which, with partial hand, Sir, 
Kind Heavn a choſen light hath ſhed, 

To fave a ſinking land, Sir! 


CHORUS. T6 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſewn, NN 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, . 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne, 

For Freedom's preſervations 2 
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